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THE 



P R E F A C Ei 

ilJ^H E foIlowiHg Elegies were wrote by ayeung 
-* Gentkman lately dead^ andjujlly hmented.. 

As be bad never declared bis Intentions con-r 
cierning tbeir Ipublication, a Friend of bis, int& 
wbo/e bands tbey felly determined topublijb fbemp 
in the Perfuafion that they wouid ueitber be un- 
welcome to the Publick, nor injurious to the ikfe- 
ihory of tbeir Author. The Reader mufl decide^ 
whether this Determination was the rejult of jufi 
judgment y or partial Friendfhipj ., for the Editor 
feelsy and avows fo much of the latter, that be 
^ives up all Pretenjions to the former. 

The Author compofed them ten Tears ago, be^ 
fore be was two and twenty Tears old ; an Age 
when Fancy and Imagination commonly riot, at the 
Expence of Judgment and Cbrredlnefs, neither of 
which feern Wanting bere^ But fincere in bit 
have as in bis Friendfhip, be wrote to his Mif- 
treffes, as be fpoke to bis Friends, nothing but tha 
true genuine Sentiments of bis Heart ; be fat 
down to write what be thought, not to think what 
he Jbould write ; ^twas Nature, and Sentiment 
only that dilated to a real Miftrefs, not youths 
ful and poetic Fancy, to an imaginary one. Ele- 
gy therefore fpeah here her own, proper, native 
Language, the unaffeSied, plaintive Language of 
A a * l^ 



iv 7*^ P R E F A C E. 

{he tender Pafftons ; the true Elegiac Dignity inS 
Simplicity are prefer^ed^ and united, the on^ 
without Pride, the other without Meannefs. Ti- 
bullus feems to have ieen the Model our Author 
judicioujly preferred to Ovid ; the former wri- 
ting dire^ly from 'the Heart, t6 the Heart ; (ke 
latter ioo if ten yielding, and addrefpng bimfelf 
to the Imagination, 

The un4ijppated Toutb of the Author, allowed 
him Time to apply himfelf to the hefl Maflers, the 
Ancients ; and his Parts enabled him to make tbf 
befl Ufe of them ; for upon thofe great Models of 
folid Senfe and Virtue, be formed not only bis Ge^ 
nius, but his Heart, both well prepared by Na^ 
ture to adopt, and adorn the Refemblance. He 
admiy-ed that Jujlnefs, that noble Simplicity of 
Thought and Expreffton, which have dtjlinguijb^ 
ed, andpreferved tbeir Writings to this Day ; but 
be revered that Love of tbeir Country, that Con- 
tempt of Riches, that Sacrednefs of Friendfbip, 
and all thofe heroic and facial Virtues, which 
Marked them out as the obje^s of the Veneration, 
though not the Imitation of fucceeding Ages \ and 
be. looked back with a kind of religious Awe 
and Delight, upon thofe glorious and happy Times 
of Greece and Rome, when Wifdom, Virtue and 
Liberty formed the only Triumvirates, ere Luxu-- 
ry invited Corruption to taint, or Corruption in- 
troduced Slavery to dejlroy, all public and private 
Virtues, In thefe Sentiments be lived, and would 
have lived, e^en in thefe Times ; in thefe Senti- 
ments he died, but in thefe Times too Ut non 

trepta a diis immoftalibus vita, fed donata mors 
^flevidcatur. 

LOVE 






LOVE-ELEGIES. 

Written in the Year 1732. 

0« bis falling in Love wiib 'Nilje.ra/ 

ELEGY L 

J)f * :^ AREWELL that liberty our fathers gave, 

# F # In vain they gave, their fons received in 

aC # Jn vain ; 

I faw f^EJERA, and her in dan t flave, 

Tho* bos^n a Briton, hug*d the fervile chain. 

Her ufage well repays my coward heart. 
Meanly (he triumphs in her lover's fhame. 
No healing joy relieves his conftant fmart, 
No rmile of love rewards the lofs of fame. 



[6] 

ok that tb feel tb^fe killing pangs no to6ti^ 
On Scythian hills I lay a Tehfelefs ftone, 
Was fix*d a rock amidft the watry roar» 
And in the vaft Atlantic ftood alone. 

Adicii, ye mufes, or niy palfion aid. 
Why (hou'd I loiter ty yoiir idle fpriiig ? 
My humble voice wbu'd move bne only maid. 
And die contemns the trifles which I fihg. 

I do not a(k the lofty Epic drtiin^ 

Nor ftrive to paint the wonders bf the fphere j 

I only ling one cruel maid to gain; 

Adieu, ye mufes, iJF ihe will not heat. 

No niore in ufelbfs innocence Til pine. 
Since guilty prefents win the greedy fair, 
rij tear its honours from the broken fhiine; 
But chiefly thine, O Venus, will I ttar. 

Deceived by thee; 1 lovM a beauteous niaid. 
Who bends on fordid gold her low defires : 
Nor worth nor pallion can her heart perfuade, 
But love miift a£t what avarice requires. 

Unwife who firft, the charm of nature loft, 
With Tyrian purple foird the fnowy Sheep ; 
Unwifer dill who feas and mountains croft. 
To dig the rock, and fearch the pearly deep : 

Theft 



[7] 

Thcfc coftly toys our fiDy fair furprifc, 
The (hining follies cheat their feeble fight. 
Their hearts, fccure in trifles, loyedcfpife, 
'Tis vain to coyrt them, but more vain to write. 

Why did the Gods conceal the little mind 
And earthly thought beneath a heav'niy face ? 
Forget the worth that dignifies noankind, 
iTet fmootji and poliih fo each outward grace i 

Hence all the blame that love and Venus b^r, 
nence pleafure fhort, and anguiih ever long, 
Hence tears and fighs, and hence the peevift fair, 
The froward lover, — Hence this angry fong. 

Unable tofaiisfy the covetous temper o/'Nejera, 
' be intends to make a campaign, and try, if 
t^le, to forget ber. 

E L E G y 11. 

ADIEU, ye walls, that gyard my cruel fair, 
No more TU fit in rofy fetters bound, 
My limbs have learnt the weight of arms to bear, 
My rgufing fpirits feel the trumpets found. 

Few are the maids that now on merit fmile. 
On fpoil and war is bent this iron age ; 
Tet pain and death attend on war and fpoil, 
Unfatcd Tengeiince and remorfclefs Rage: 



[8] 

To purchafc fpoil cv'n love itfelf is foU, 
Her lover's heart is leaft Ne ara's care, ' 
And I through war muft feek detected gold. 
Not for my fclf, but for my venal fair : 

That while flic bends beneath the weight ofdrefs, 
The ffifFen'd robe may fpoil her eafy mien j 
And art miftaken make her beauty lefs. 
While ftiil it hides fome graces better feen. 

^ut if fuch toys can win her lovely fmile. 
Hers be the wealth of Tagus' golden fand. 
Hers the bright gems that glow in India's foil. 
Hers the black fons of Afric's fultry land. 

To pleafe her eye let every loom contend. 

For her be rifled ocean's pearly bed. 

But where alas wou'd idle fancy tend ? 

And footh with dreams a youthful poet's head ? ' 

Let others buy the cold unloving maid. 

In forc'd embrsices adt the tyrant's part, 

While I their felhfii luxury upbraid. 

And fcorn the perfon where I doubt the heart. 

Thus warm'd by pride, I think I love no more, 
And hide in threats the weaknefs of my mind : 
In vain,— tho' rcafon fly the hated door. 
Yet love, the coward love, ftill lags behind. 



He 



ite upbrnids and tb)reatens the avarice of Nk- 
MKA, and refohes U quit ber. 

E L E G Y in- 

SHOU'D JoVfi defcend in floods of liquid ore^ 
And golden torrents ftream from every part. 
That craving bofom flill wou'd heave for more. 
Not ail the Gotis cou'd fatisfj thy heait. 

But may thy foWj^ which can thus difdain 
My faonefl: love, the mighty wrong repay. 
May midnight fire involve thy fordid gain. 
And on the Ihining heaps of rapine prey : 

May all the youths, like me, by love dcceiv'd, • 
Not quench the ruin, but applaud the doom. 
And, when thou dy'il, may not one heart be griev'd. 
May not one tear bedew the lonely tomb. 

But the deferving, tender, generous maid, 
Whofe only care is her poor lover's mind, 
Tho' ruihlefs age may bid her beauty fade 
In every friend to love, a frvend fcall find : 

And, when the lamp of life will burn no more, 
When dead (he feems as in a gentle deep. 
The pitying neighbours fliall her lofs deplore, 
And round the bier affembled lovers v/eep ; 

B Wiik 



WiA flow^ garlands, each reYoWmi; jttiU^. 
Shall ftrow the grave where erutb and foftnefs ttt^ 
Then home returning drop thepions tear, 
Axid'bid the turf lie eafyon her.breafl. 



To bis Friend written under the Confinement of a 
Jong Indifpofttion. 

E L E G Y IV. 

WHILE calm yon fit beneaith your Tecret ihadb^ 
And lofe in pleafing thought the fui:nmer day. 
Or tempt the wifh of fome unpia^tia'd maid, 
lYhofe heart at once inch'nes and fears to ftray : 

The fprighdy vigour of my youth is fled, 
Lonely and fick, on death is all my thought, 
Ohfpare, * Persepfionb, this guiltlefs head, 
LK>ve} too much love, is all thy fuppliant's fault* 

No virgin's cafy faith I e'er betray'd, 
My tongue ne'er boafled of a feign'd embrace. 
No poifons in the cup have. I convey'd, 
Nor veil'd dedrudtion with a friendly face : 



Nr 



the Goddefs of Death . 



|4o fecret horrors gnaw this quiet breaft. 
This pious hand ne'er robb'd the facred fiine^ 
i ne'f^r difturb'd the God's eternal reft 
With curfes loud,— but oft have pray'd in vatn. 

No (leahh of time has thinn'd my flowing hair^ 
Nor age yet bent me with His inon hand ; 
Ah why fo foon the tender bloiTom tear. 
E'er Autumn yet the ripen'd fruit demand ? 

Ye Gods, whoe'er, in gloomy ihades below^ 
Now (lowly tread your melancholy round, 
Now wand'ring view the baleful Rivers flow. 
And mufing hearken to their folemn found : 

Oh let me ftill enjoy the chearful day^ 
'Till many years unheeded o*er me roll'd, 
Pleas'd in my age I trifle life away. 
And tell how much we lov'd, e'er I grew old* 

But you, who now with feftive garlands crown'd^ 
In chafe of pleafure the gay moments fpend. 
By quick Enjoyment heal love's pleating wound. 
And grieve for nothing but yOur abfent friend. 



B % rb6 
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The Lover is at firji introduced fpeaking to- bis 
Seriianty be afterwards addrejfes bimfelf to 
his Miftrefsy and at lajl there is a fuppofed 
Jtttervie'w between them. 



w 



E L e;g Y y. 

ITH winci mor^ wine, deceive thy raafte^'i 



care, 

n'ill creeping flufnl>er footh his troubled brcaft. 
Let not a whifper ftir the filent air. 
If haplefs love a while confent to reft. 

Untoward giaards bcfctmy Cynthia's doors. 
And cruel locks th' imprifon'd fair conceal, 
May lightnings blaft whom love in vain implore?. 
And Jove's own thunder riv^ thofe bolts of fteel ! 

Ah gentle door attend my Humble call, 
Nox let thy founding hinge our thefts betray, 
So all my curfcs far from thee fliallfall, 
Wc angry lovers mean not. half we fay. 

Remember now the flow'ry wreaths I gave. 
When firft I told thee of my bold defu-es, 
Nor thou, O Cynthia, fear ^thc watchful flave, 
"Venus will favour what hcrfclf infpircs. 



The 
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f he gujdes the youth who fee not where they treads 
She fliews the virgin how to turn the door^ 
Softly to deal from off her filent bed. 
And not a ftep betray her on the floor. 

Th^ feairlefs lover wants no beam of light. 
The robber knows him, nor obftru^ his way^ 
$acred he wanders through the pathlefs night. 
Belongs to Venus, and can never firay. 

I fcom the chilling wind, and beating rain. 
Nor h^d cold watchings on the dewy ground. 
If all the hardfhips I for love fuftain, 
Wflji love's viftorious joys at laft be^crown'd : 

With fudden ftep let none our blifs furprife. 
Or check the freedom of fecure delight*— 
Raih man beware and fhut thy curious eyes. 
Left angry Venus fnatch their guilty Sight : 

But ihouMft thou fee, th* important fccret hide, 
Thp' queftion'd by the powers of earth and heav'a^ 
The prating tongue ihall love's revenge abide, 
'Still fue for grace, and never be forgiv'n. 

A wizard dame, thy lover's ancient friend, 
-With magic charm has deaft thy hufband's ear. 
At her command I faw the ftars defcend. 
And wix>gedh'ghtnings fiop in mid career. 



t M] 

I few her ftarap, and cfciav^ iBc foKd ground, 
While ghaftly fpedtfcs rottiid hs wildly roum, 
I faw them hearken to Her potent found, 
?Till fcar'd at day they fcmght their drtary-lxiMno, 

^t her command the vigorous fil^imefpine*. 
And wintry cloudy obfcure the hopeful year. 
At her ftrofig bidd^ig gloomy winter fhines. 
And vernal r^^s on the fnowa appear. 

She gave thefe charms, vfhkh I on thee bdSow, 
They drm the eye, and dull the jealous teiind. 
For xiie they make a hufband nothing k«6w, 
i?*or me, and only me, they make him blind : * 

But what did mofl: this faithful heart fuqsrlle. 
She beaded that her fkfll cou'd fet it free; 
This faithful heart the boafted freedom flics. 
How cou'd It venture ta abandon thee ? 

He adjures Deha /(? pity him by their friend^ 
Jhip with Celia ivbo was lately dead. 

ELEGY VI. 

THOUSANDS wou'd feek th« laftihg peace of 
death, 
And in that harbour ihun the ilbrm of care, 
t)fficious hope (lill holds the fleeting breath, 

She H\h them" ftill,— — to-raonow wiill be fair: 

She^ 



She t9U»>m9f. Delia, I Ihalhhee. ob^ia* . 

But can J Uften.to ber Syrea fong, 

Who fev'n flow momhs have diag'd xny- pamfiiK 

chas(^> 
So long thy lover, and defpis'd fo long ? 

By all the joys thy deareft Celia gave. 
Let not her OBce-iov'd friend unpity'd burn $ 
So may her aOies find a peaceful grave. 
And fleep uninjur'd in their faered urn : 

To her I firft avowM my* tim'rous flajne^ 
Sbe,Buxs'd py hopea* ajnd taught me how to f\iu 
She ftill wou'd pity what the wife might bUme^ 
And feel for. weaknefc that flic neve^: knew : . 

Ah do not grieve the dear laipeiited flx^de» 
That hayViog round Us all my fuffVinga hears, 
Shejs my faint,.-— to her my pray'rs are made, 
With oft repeated gifts of fiow'rs and tears : 

To her fad tom];>at midnight I retire. 
And lonely fitting by the filent ilone^ 
I tell it all the grief my wrongs infpire. 
The marble image feems to hear my mean : 

Thy friend's pale ghoft iball vex thy fleepUHj bed* 
And ftand before thee all in virgin white ; 
That ruthiefs bofom will didurb the dead, 
A»d call forth pity from eternal night : . 



Cttfef croel many the moarafiil tliem^ fdibearj 
Tho' much thoa fuficr, to thy fdf compbun^ 
Ah to recal the fad remembnuicerparet 
One tear from her, it more than all thy pain; 



On Delia'/ ti/ng in the country wbere be jjuf^ 
pofes fbe Jiays to fee the barveji. 

ELEGY VII. 

NOW DEti A breathes in woods the fragrant air^ 
Dull are the hearts that ftill in town remain^ 
Vbitos her fclf attends on Delia there. 
And CuriD fports amid the fylvan train. 

Oh with what joy, my Delia to behold, 
I'd prcfs the fpade, or wield the weighty prong. 
Guide the flow plough-ihace thro' the ftubborn mold^ 
And patient goad the loit'ring oz along ! - 

The fcorching heats I'd carelefly defpife, 
Nor heed the blifters on my tender hand ; 
The great Apollo wore the fame difguife. 
Like me fubdu'd to love's fnpreme command. 

No healing herbs cou'd footh their mafter's pain, . 
The art of pbyfick loft and ufelefs lay. 
To Pcneus' Hream, and Tempe's flbady plain. 
He drove his herds beneath the noon-»tide rey : 

Oft 
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Oft with a bleating lamb in either arm, 
His blufhing * fifter faw him pace along, 
Oft woii'd his voice the filent valley charm, 
'Till lowing oxen broke the tender fong. 

Where are his triumphs ? where his warlike toil ? 
Where hj his darts the crefted Python flain ? 
Where are his Delphi ? his delightful ifle f ? 
The God himfelf is grown a cottage Twain. 

O Ceres, in jour golden fields no more 
With harveft's chearful pompmj fair detain,— 
Think what for loft t Proserpina you bore, 
And in a mother's anguifh feel my pain. 

Our wifer father's left their fields unfown. 
Their food was acorns, love their fole employ. 
They met, they lik'd, they ftay'd but 'till alone. 
And in each valley fnatch'd the honeft joy : 

No wakeful guard, no doors to ftop defire, 
Thrice happy times ! — but oh I fondly rave. 
Lead me to Delia, all her eyes infpire 
ril do, -rjl plough or dig as Delia's flave. 

C He 

* 7he goddefs Diana. 
f Delos. 

i The daughter of Ceres taken from her hy 
Pluto. 



[i8] 

He defpairs that bt Jhall ever pofftfs Delia. 

ELEGY VHL 

AH what avails thy lover's pious care ? 
His lavifli incenfc clouds the fkj in vain. 
Nor wealth or greatnefs was his idle pray'r. 
For thee alone he pra/d, thee hop'd to gain ; 

With thee I hop'd to wafte the plealing day, 
^ *Till in thy arms an age of joy was paft, 
/ Then old with love infenfibly decay, 
And on thy bofom gently brca:hc my laft. 

I fcorn the Lydian river's golden wave, 
And all the vulgar charms of human life, 
j I only a(k to live my Delia's (lave, 
; And when I long have ferv'd her, call her wife : 

Toitly aik, of her I love poffeft, 
To fink o'ercome with blifg and fafe repofe. 
To ftrain her yielding beauties to my breaftx 
And kifs her weaiied eye-lids 'till they dof^r* 

Attend, O Juno, with thy fober ear. 
Attend, gay Venus, parent of defire, 
. This one ford wifli if you refufe to hear. 
Oh let me with this figh of love expire ! 



He 



Ue has hji Delia.' 

ELEGY IX. 

HE who could Brft two gentle hearts nnUndy 
And rob a lover of his weeping fair. 

Hard was the inan> but h^id^^ my miadt 

The lover ftill who dj'd not of dcfpair : 

With mean difguife let others nature hide, ' 
And mimick virtue with the paint of art> 
I fcora the cheat of £eafbiL!a.faoliih pride^ 
And boaft the graceful weaknefs of my heart. ; 

The more I think, the more I feel my pain, 

And learn the more each heav'nly charm to prize^ i 

While fools, too Hghtforpaffion, fafe remain, . . 

And dull fenfation keeps the ftupid wife. 

Sad is my day, and fad ray lingering nighf. 

When wrapt in filenr grief I weep alone, ^ 

Delia is loft, and all my paft defight 

Is now the fourceof unavailing moan. 

Where is the v/It that heighten'd beauty's charms? 

Where is the face that fed my longing eyes?^^ '. 

Where is the Ihape that might have bleft my arms? 
Where all thofe hopes reientlefa fate denies ? 

C % W^^^n 



When fpcnt with cndlcfa grief I die at laft, 
Delia maj coihe, and fee mj poor remains,'— 
Oh Delia ! after fuch an abfence paft, 
Can*ft thou dill Iotc, and not forget my pains ? 

Wyt thou in tears thy lover's corfe attend ? 
With eyes averted light the folemn pyre, 
'Till all around the doleful flames afcencl. 
Then flowly finking by degrees expire : 

To footh the hov'ring foul be thine the care. 
With plaintive cries to lead the mournful band. 
In fable weeds the golden^vafe to bear» 
And cull my afhes with thy trembl ng hand : 

Panchaia'a odoiirs be their coftly feaft. 
And all the pride of Ada's fragrant year. 
Give them the treafurcs of the fartheft eaft, , 
Andy what is dill more piecious, give thy tear*.;' 

Dying for thee> there is in death a pride. 
Let all the world thy haplefs lover know i 
No nient urn the noble paflion hide, 
But deeply graven thus my fufF'rings (how : 

•* Here lies a youth borne down with love and care, 

** He cou'd not long his Delia's lofs abide, 

** Joyjeft his bofom with the parting fair, 

" And when he durll no longer hope, he dy'd." 

On 



[ai ] 
O/i Delia*/ Birtb-day. 
E L E G Y X. 

THIS day, which faw my Delia's beauty rife. 
Shall more than all our facred days be bleft. 
The world, enamour'd of her lovely tytz, 
Shall grow as good and gentle as her bread. 

By all our guarded (ighs, and hid defires. 
Oh may our guiltlefa love be ftill the fame, 
I burn, and glory in the pleadng fires, 
If D E L I a's bofom (hare the mu luaF flame. 

Thou happy genius of her natal hour, 
Accept her incenfc, if her thoughts be kind ; 
But let her court in vain thy angry power, 
If all our vows are blotted from her mind. 

And thou, O Venus, hear my righteous prayV, 
Or bind the fheperdefs, or loofe the fwain ; 
Yet rather guard them both with^'equal care^ 
And le( them die together in thy chain : 

What I demand perhaps her heart defires, 
But virgin fears her nicer tongue reftrain j 
The facred thought, which blufhing love infpirrs, 
The co^fcious aye can full as well explain. 



[«] 

Againjl lovers going to war^ in which bepbihji* 
phtc ally prefers love and Delia /o the mprefe^ 
rious vanities of the world, 

E L E G Y XL 

THR mtn, who (harpen'd firfl the warlike Scd, 
How fell and deadly was his iron hearty 
He give the wound encounr'ring nntions feel^ 
And death grew ftronger hj his fatal arc: 

Yet not from fteel» debate and battle rofe^ 
•Tis gold overturns the even fcale of life» 
Nature Is free to all, and none were foes, 
'Till partial luxury began the ftrife. 

Let fpoil and victory adorn the bold. 
While L inglorious* neither hope nor fear* 
Peri(h the tbirft of honour, third of gold> 
E*er for my abfcnce Delia Lofe a tear: 

V^hy fhould the lover quit his pleafing home* 
In fear of danger and fome foreign ground? 
Far from his weeping fair ungrateful roani> 
And rifk in every ftroke a double viround ? 

Ah better far, beneath the fpreading (hade, 
With chearful friends to drain the fprightly boWl, 
To fing the beauties of my darling maid. 
And on the fweet idea feaft my foul : 

Then 



[23] 

Then, full of love, to all her charms retire. 
And fold her bluihing to my eager brcaft, __/ 

'Till quite o'ercome with foftnefs, with defirt. 
Like me (he pants, (be faints, and finks to reft. 

• ########*####### %#. 

To Delia. 

ELEGY XII. 

NO fccond love fhall e'er my heart furprizc. 
This folemn league did firft ovr paffion bind : 
Thou, only thou, canft pleafc thy lover's eyes. 
Thy voice jilone can footh his troubled luincj. 

Oh that thy charms were only fair to me, 
Difpleafe all others, and fecure my reft, ^_/ 
No need of envy,— let me happy be, ^ 

I little care that others know me bleft. 

With thee in gloomy deferts let me dwell. 
Where never human footftep mark'd th€ ground; 
Thou, light of life, all darknefs canft expel. 
And feem a world with folitude around. 

I fay too much — my heedlefs words reftore. 

My tongue undoes me in this loving hour, 

Thou know*ft thy ftiength, and thence infultingraore. 

Wilt make mc feel the. weight of all thy power : 



[2+] 

Whate'cr I feel, thy flave I will remain, 

Nor fly the burthen I am form'd to bear, 

In chains Til fit me down at Venus' fane, 

She knows my wrongs, and will regard my prayV. 

He imagmes bimf elf married to Delia, and thai 
content with each other they are retired into the 
country, 

ELEGY XIII. 

LET others boaft their heaps of (hining gold, 
And view their fields with waviag pliniy 
crown'd. 
Whom neighb'ring foes in conftant terror hold. 
And trumpets break their flumbers never found : 

While calmly poor I trifle life away, 
Enjoy fweet leifurc by my chearful fire, 
No wanton hope my quiet fliall betray, 
But cheaply blcft Til fcorn each- vain defire. 

With timely care Til fow my liule field, 
And plant my orchard with it's mailer's hand. 
Nor blufli to fpread the hay, the hook to weild> 
Or range my flieaves along the funny land. 

If 
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If late at dttflt, while careleflj I roam, 
I mtct a (Iroliag kid, or bleating lainby 
Under my arm Til bring the wand'rer home. 
And not a little chide it*s thoughtlefs Dam, 

What joy to hear the tempeft howl in vain. 
And dafp a fearful miftrefs to my breaft ? ' -- 
Or luird to (lumber by the beating rain. 
Secure and happy fink at lad to reft ? 

Or if the fun in flaming Leo ride. 

By (hady Rivers indolently ftray. 

And with my Delia, walking fide by fide. 

Hear how they murmur, as they glide away. 

What joy to wind along the cool retreat. 
To (lop and gaze on Delia as I go ? 
To mingle fweet difcourfe with kiiTes fweet. 
And teach my lovely fcholar all I know ? 

Thus pleas'd at heart, and not with fancy's dream. 
In filent happinefs I reft unknown ; 
Content with what I am, not what I feem, 
I live for Delia, and myfclf alone. 

Ah fooliih man ! who thus of her po(refs'd, 
Cou'd float and wander with ambition's wind, 
And if his outward Trappings fpoke him bleft, 
Not heed the fickncfs of his confcious mind. 
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With her I icorn the idle breath of prtiYey 
Nor trufl to happinefs that's not oar own« 
The fmile of fortune might fufpicion raife. 
But here I know that I an) lov'd alone. 

Stanhope, in wifdom as in wit divine. 
May rife and plead Britania's glorious caule, 
"With fteadj rein his eager wit confine, ' 
While manly fenfe the deep attention draws : 

Let Stanhope fpeak his lift'ning countr/s wrong. 
My humblesiroice ihall pleafe one partial maid ; 
For her alone I pen my tender fong, 
Securely fitting in his friendly (hade. 

Stanhope ihall come, and grace his rural friend, 
Delia fliall wonder at her noble gueft, 
With bluihing awe the riper fruit commend. 
And for her hufband's patron cull the beft. 

Hers be the care of all my little train, 
\^hile I with tender indolence ambled:, 
The favourite fubjedt of her gentle reign, 
By love alone diRinguifli'd from the reft. 

For her Fll yoke my oxen to the plow. 

In gloomy forefts tend my lonely flock. 

For her a goat-herd climb the mountain's bro^, 

And fleep extended on the naked rock : 

Ah 
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All what avails to prefs the ftatrfy bed. 
And far from her 'midft taftelefs grandeur weep. 
By marble fountains lay the penfive head, . 
And, while they murmur, ftrive in vain to deep ? 

Delia alone can pleafe, and never tire 

Exceed the paint of thpuglrt in true delight, ' 

With her, enjoyment wakens newdeHre, 

And equal rapture glows thro- every night : 

Beauty and worth in her alike contend 
To charm the fancy, and to fix the mind. 
In her, my wife, mymiftrefs, and my friend; 
I tafte theioys of fenCe and reafon join'd. 

On her Til gaze, when others loves are o'er, 
And dying prefs her with my clay cold hand— — 
Thou wcep'ft already, as I were no more, 
.Nor can that gentle bread the thought withftand. 

Oh, when I die, my lateft moment fpare, 
N«r let thy grief with (harper tormepts kill. 
Wound not thy cheeks, nor hurt that flowing H^ir, 
Tho, I am dead, my foul (hall love thee flill : 

Oh quit the room. Oh quit the deathful bed. 
Or thou v.'ilt die, fo tender is thy heart ; 
Oh leave me Delia, e'er'thou fee me dead, 
'J'hefe weeping friends will do thy mournful part: 

D 2 Let 
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Let them, extended on tke decent bier» * 
Convey the coarfeln melancholy ftate,- 
Thro* all the village fpread the tender tear. 
While pitying maids our wpnd'rous loves relate. 

To Delia. 
ELEGY XIV. 

WHAT fcenes of blifs my raptur'd fancy fram*d. 
In fome lone fpot with peace and theeretir'd* 
Tho* rcafon then my fanguine fondnefs blamed, 
I dill believ'd virhat flatt'ring love infpir'd : 

But now my wrongs have taught my humbled mind. 
To dangerous blift no longer to pretend. 
In books, a calm but fixt content to find, 
Safe joys, that on ourfclves alone depend ; 

With them the gentle moments I beguile. 



In learned eafe and elegant delight, ^ 



1 

Compare the beauties of each different ftile. 
Each various ray of wit's diffufive light: 

Now mark the ftrength of Milton's facred lines, 
Senfc rals'd by genius, fancy rul'd by art, 
Where all the glory of the god-head fliines. 
And earlieft innocence inchants the heart. 

Now 
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Now fir'd by Pope and Virtui leave tht age 

In low purfuit of fclf-undoing wrong. 
And trace the author thro* his moral page, 
Whofe blamelefa life ftill anfwcra to hia fong. 

If time and books my Hng'ring pain can healy 
And reafon fix it's empire o'er my heair. 
My patriot btcaft a nobler warmth (ball feel. 
And glow with love where weaknefs has no part. 

Thy heart, O Lyttleton, (hall b^- my guide. 
It's fire (hall warm me, and it's worth improve ; 
Thy heart above all envy, and ail pride, ^ 

Firm as man's fenfe, and foft as woman's love. 

And you, O West, with her your pnrtner dear 
Whom focial mirth and uieful fenfe commend. 
With learning's feaft my drooping mind iball chear. 
Glad to efcape from love to fuch a . riend. 

But why, . fo long my weaker heart deceive ? \ 
Ah ftill I love In pride and reaion's fpite ! _ ^_ ^ 
No books, alas I my painful thoughts relieve. 
And while I threat, this elegy I wriie. 



Ta Mr. George Grenville. 
E L E G Y XV, 

OH form'd alike to fervc us ahd to pleafe ; 
Polite with honefty ; and iearn'd witk cafe ; 
With heart to a£t, with, genius to retire ; 
Open, yet wife ; tho' gentle, full of fire ; 
With thee I fcorn the low conftraint of art. 
Nor fear to truft the folh'es of my heart ; 
Hear then from what liiy long defpair arofe. 
The faithful flory of a lover's woes : 
When, in a fober melancholy hour, 
Reduced by ficknefs under reafon's power, 
I view'd my ftate too little weigh'd before, . 
And love himfelf could flatter me no more. 
My Delia's hopes I would no more deceive^ 
But whom my Paflion hurt, thro' Friendfhip leave j 
I chofe the coldeft words my heart to hide. 
And cure her fex's weaknefs thro -its pride: 
The prudence which I taught, I ill purfu'd, 
-The charm my reafon broke, my heart rqncwVi ; 
Again fubmillive to her' feet I came, 
And prov'd too well my paflion by my fliame ; 
While flie, fecure in coldnefs, or difdain, 
Forgot my love, or triumph'd in it's pain. 
Began with higher Views her Thoughts to raife, 
And fcorn*d the humble Poet of her praife : 



She 
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She let each little lie o*er truth prevail. 

And ftrengthen'd by her faith each groundlefs tale» 

Believ'd the grofleft Arts that malice try'd» 

Nor once in thought was on her lover's fide : 

Oh where were then my fcenes of fancy'd life ? 

Oh where the friend, the miftrefs, and the Wife ? 

Her years pf promis'd love were quickly paft, 

Not two revolving moons cou'd fee them laft.-* 

To Stow's delightful fcenes, I now repair. 

In Cob ham's fmile to lofe the gloom of care I 

Nor fear that he my weaknefs fliou'd defpife. 

In nature learned, and humanely wife : 

There Pit, in manners foft, in friendlhip warm. 

With mild Advice my lift'ning grief Ihall charm. 

With fenfe to counfel, and with wit to pleaie, 

A Roman's virtue with a courtier's eafe. 

Nor you, my friend, whofe heart is ftill at reft. 

Contemn the human weaknefs of my bread ; 

Reafon may chide the faults flie cannot cure. 

And pains, yhich long we fcorn'd, we oft endure ; 

Tho' wifer cares employ your ftudious mind j \ 

Form'd with a foul fo elegantly kind. 

Your bread may lofe the calm it long has known. 

And learn my woes to pity, by it's owa. 



FINIS. 



